THE PROTESTANT WIND
Primate, the venerable Sancroft, protested against this use of
the dispensing power. The clergy obeyed their ecclesiastical
superiors, and from few pulpits throughout the country was
the Declaration read. James, furious at disobedience and
apparently scandalized at this departure, by the Church he was
seeking to undermine, from its doctrine of non-resistance,
demanded that the Bishops should be put on trial for seditious
libel. Sunderland, now definitely alarmed, endeavoured to
dissuade the King from this extreme step. He saw the
spark which would fire the mine on which he knew himself
to dwell. Even Lord Chancellor Jeffreys told Clarendon
that the King was going too far, and had also the impudence
to observe, " As to the judges, they are most of them rogues."1
The King persisted : the trial was ordered, and the Bishops,
all of whom refused the proffered bail, were committed to
the Tower.
On June 10, while the trial was still pending, the Queen
gave birth to a son. This prodigious event produced general
consternation. Until then every one might hope that the
stresses which racked English society would die with the death
of the King. Till then the accession of either Mary, the heir
presumptive, or Anne, the next in order, promised an end to
the struggle between a Catholic monarch and a Protestant
people. Peaceable folk could therefore be patient until the
tyranny was past. But here was the succession assured in the
male line to an indefinite series of Catholic princes. It was
unendurable.
The conveyance of the Bishops to the Tower, their two
days' trial, and their acquittal on June 30 by a Middlesex jury,
were occasions of passionate outbursts in their favour by all
classes in the capital. Enormous crowds thronged the river-
banks to watch the barges carry the prisoners to and fro, or
knelt in the streets in the hopes of being blessed by them. The
humblest citizens were swayed by the same emotions which
convulsed the rank and fashion of London. The troops at
Hounslow joined in the rejoicings of the people. " What is
that clamour ? " asked the King, as he was leaving the camp
1 Clarendon, Correspondence and Diary, ii, 179.
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